

























































　The sun had not yet risen.  The sea was indistinguishable from the 
sky, except that the sea was slightly creased as if a cloth had wrinkles in 
it.  Gradually as the sky whitened a dark line lay on the horizon dividing 
the sea from the sky and the grey cloth became barred with thick strokes 
moving, one after another, beneath the surface, following each other, 
pursuing each other, perpetually.
    As they neared the shore each bar rose, heaped itself, broke and swept 
a thin veil of white water across the sand.  The wave paused, and then 





























































　‘Now they have all gone,’ said Louis.  ‘I am alone, They have gone into 
the house for breakfast, and I am left standing up by the wall among 
the flowers.  …  The flowers swim like fish made of light upon the dark, 
green waters.  I hold a stalk in my hand, I am the stalk. My roots go down 
to the depths of the world, through earth dry with brick, and damp earth, 
through veins of lead and silver.  I am all fibre.  All tremors shake me, 
and the weight of the earth is pressed to my ribs.  Up here my eyes are 
green leaves, unseeing.  I am a boy in grey flannels with a belt fastened 
by a brass snake up here.  Down there my eyes are the lidless eyes of 
a stone figure in a desert by the Nile.  I see women passing with red 
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　‘I hate the small looking-glass on the stairs,’ said Jinny.  ‘It shows our 
heads only; it cuts off our heads.  And my lips are too wide, and my eyes 
are too close together; I show my gums too much when I laugh… So I 
skip up the stairs past them, to the next landing, where the long glass 
hangs and I see myself entire.  I see my body and head in one now; for 
even this serge frock they are one, my body and my head.  Look when 
I move my head I ripple all down my narrow body; even my thin legs 
ripple like a stalk in the wind.  I flicker between the set face of Susan and 
Rhoda’s vagueness; I leap like one of those flames that run between the 


















　‘That is my face,’ said Rhoda, ‘in the looking-glass behind Susan’s 
shoulder － that is my face.  But I will duck behind her to hide it, for I 
am not here.  I have no face.  Other people have faces; Susan and Jinny 
have faces; they are here.  Their world is the real world.  The things they 
lift are heavy.  They say Yes, they say No; whereas I shift and change and 
am seen through in a second…They know what to say if spoken to.  They 
laugh really; they get angry really; while I have to look first and do what 


























































“Do not move, do not let the swing door cut to pieces the thing that we 
have made, that globes itself here, among these lights, these peelings, 
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this litter of bread crumbs and people passing.  Do not move, do not go. 





　‘But here and now we are together,’ said Bernard.  ‘We have come 
together, at a particular time, to this particular spot.  We are drawn into 
this communion by some deep, some common emotion.  Shall we call it, 
conveniently, “love”?  Shall we say “love of Percival” because Percival is 
going to India?
　‘No, that is too small, too particular a name, We cannot attach the 
width and spread of our feelings to so small a mark.  We have come 
together… to make one thing, not enduring － for what endures? － but 
seen by many eyes simultaneously.  There is a red carnation in that vase. 
A single flower as we sat here waiting, but now a seven-sided flower, 
many-petalled, red, puce, purple-shaded, stiff with silver-tinted leaves － 


























　‘The still mood, the disembodied mood is on us,’ said Rhoda, ‘and 






























　‘The crystal, the globe of life as one calls it, far from being hard and 
cold to the touch, has walls of thinnest air.  If I press them, all will burst. 
…  Faces recur, faces and faces － they press their beauty to the walls of 
my bubble － Neville, Susan, Louis, Jinny, Rhoda and a thousand others. 








　‘Our friends, how seldom we meet, how little known － it is true; and 
yet, when I meet an unknown person, and try to break off, here at this 
table, what I call “my life”, it is not one life that I look back upon; I am 
not one person; I am many people; I do not altogether know who I am － 






















　‘And in me too the wave rises.  It swells; it arches its back.  I am aware 
once more of a new desire, something rising beneath me like the proud 
horse whose rider first spurs and then pulls him back.  What enemy 
do we now perceive advancing against us …?  It is death.  Death is the 
enemy.  It is death against whom I ride with my spear couched and my 
hair flying back like a young man’s, like Percival’s, when he galloped 
in India.  I strike spurs into my horse.  Against you I will fling myself, 













































It proves that Virginia Stephen was not born on the 25th of January 1882, 
but was born many thousands of years ago; and had from the very first 













































使用テキスト：Virginia Woolf. The Waves, Penguin Classics, 2000 rpt.
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